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It is scarcely necessary to say here that his attempt at Oriel, startling as it was to his friends and hopeless as it was in his own calm judgment, was successful. It follows next to draw out the circumstances under which it was made,
LETTERS AND EXTRACTS CONNECTING; CHAPTERS I. AND II. OF THE MEMOIR
The close of the  first  chapter of the Autobiographical Memoir seems the proper occasion for  introducing contem porary letters  from  the family correspondence,  and   such extracts from Mr. Newman's records of the period as throw further light on the Memoir.
More space may have been given to the mischance of a failure—due, in fact, to physical causes—than, considering the subsequent career and reputation of the narrator, may seem called for ; but, after all, it illustrates the faith in taking pains which was a feature of his mind through life ; and, in fact, the history throughout is characteristic. No subsequent intellectual triumph would efface this blow in a memory which held its whole being in so firm a grasp. The intense labour and capacity for work which later on were the wonder of his friends, the sensitive nerves, the keenness of pain in disappointing the hopes he had raised, all belonged to his mature nature, as did also the latent undisturbed consciousness of power—as shown in his next move—which no failure or reverse, whether in the schools or elsewhere, could disturb. At sixteen he wrote an essay on Eame, which shows him speculating on the question in the tone of his manhood :
... But this is not the fame I intend to discuss ; I mean by fame the knowledge your contemporaries have of you while living, and posterity when dead. On this I will advance an assertion which may at first appear strange, but which has often struck me very forcibly—that is, that there is no such thing as a person being famed. Let it not be thought arpose of making observations on the stars ; and how, while his friend was busily engaged with the pointers, he, earthly-minded youth, had been looking down into the deep gas-lit, dark-shadowed quadrangles, and wondering if he should ever be Fellow of this or thiit college, which he singled out from the mass of academical buildings..<'«   .
